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The Chronicle Hiftoric 

of Henry thefift : with his battell fought 

at /igtn Court in France . Togitherwith 
Ancient Piftoil. 



Enter King Henry, Exeter, tveoHifoops, 
and ether attendants. 

Exeter. 

S Hall I call in th’Ambafladors my 
King. Not yet my couHn, till we 
Of fome ferious matters touching vs and France . 

T Bj(b God and his Angels guard your facred throne. 
And make you long become it. 

#i»£.Surc we'thankc you .• and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Saliqtte which they haue in France^ 

Or (hould or fhould not ftop in vs our claime : 

And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you fhould fafhion, frame, or wrcft the fame. 

For God doth know how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reuerenie (hall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawnc our perfon, 

How you awake the Deeping fwoid of warre* 

We charge you in the name of God take heede. 

After thisc aniuration,fpeake my 1 o^d : 

And we will iudge, note.and beleene in heart, 

That what you fpeake, is wallu as pure 
As fin in baptifmc, 

A z BjJh. 
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Sifh . Then heare me gracious Soueraigne, & yon Pcere« a 
Which owe your hues, your faith, and feruices 
To this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to ftay your higbnefle claime to France, 
But one ; which they produce from Far amount : 

No female fhall lucceed in S clique Land ; 

Which Salique Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be theRealmc of France, 

And Faramomt the founder of this law and female bans. 
Yet their owne writers faithfully affirme. 

That the Land Salique lyes in Germany, 

Betweene the floods of\W«^and of Lime, 

Where Charles the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fetled ccrcaine French, 

Who holding ir> difdaine the Germane womcn s 
For fome difhoneft manners of their liues, 

Eftabliftic there this Law. T o wit. 

No female fhall fucceed in Saltque Land : 

Which Salique land (as I hauefayd before) 

3s at'this time in Germany; call’d Mefene. 

Thus doth it well appeare, the Safiquelaw 
W as not deuifed for the Realme of France : 

Nor did the French poflefle the Salique land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and twenty yeares 
After the fun&ion of King Far amount. 

Godly fuppofd the founder ofthis Law. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt the Crowne, 

To fine his Title with fome fhew of truth. 

When in pure truth it was corrupt and nought i 
Conuey’d himfelfe as heire to the Lady Inger, 

Daughter to Charles theforefayd Duke of Lorain^ 

So that as cleere as is the fummers Sun, 

King P/pius Title, and Hugh Capets claime. 

King Charles his fatisfadfion, all appeare 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the Lords of France vntill this day, 

Howbcit they would hold vp this Salique Law 

To 
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To bsrre your higbnefle claiming from the femikj, 

And rather choofe to hide them in a net. 

Then amply to embrace their crooked cauies, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. - 

X.May we with right and conference make this claftn? 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne : 

For in the booke ofNumbers it is writ. 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defccnd vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge. 

Go my dread Lord to your great Grandfires graue. 

From whom you claime : 

And your great Vnckle Edtvard the blackc Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a Tragedy, 

Making defcate on the full power of France, 

Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill, 

Stood fmiling to behold his Lyons whelpe/ 

Foraging the blood ofFrench Nobility.i 
O Noble Englifh, that could entertaine 
With halfc their forces the full power of France : 

And let another halfc ftand laughing by. 

All out of worke, and coldefor a&ion. 

King, We muft not oncly arme vs gainft the French , 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages, 

tS/.The Marches gracious, foueraigne, fi> alb e fufficient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 

King. We do not mcane the courfing fneakers onely. 
But feare the maine entendment of the Scot : 

For you fhall read, neuer my great Grandfather 
Vnmaskt his power for Prance; 

But that the Scot onhis vnfurnifht kingdome. 

Came pouring like the tide into a breach. 

That England being empty of defences, 

Hath fhooke and trembled at the brute heereof. 

Bifh She hath bin then more fear’d then hurt my Lord ; 

A 3 For 
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For heart her but exampliiicd by her fclfc. 

When all her chiualry hath bene in Trance , 

And (he a mourning widdow ofher Nobles, 

She hath her fclfc not onely well defended, 

Rut taken and.impounded (as a Aray)che Kins o (Seottts 
Whom like a caytffefhedid leadetoFnwff* ‘ 
Filling your Chronicles as rich with praife. 

As is the owfe and bottome ofthefea, 

With funken wracke, and (hiplefle treafctric. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win, 

Then with ScotlandBitt begin • 

For once the Eagle England being in pray. 

To his vnfurnifht Neft the wcazlc Scot 
Would fucke Iter Egges, 

Maying the Moufe in abfenceofthcCar, 

To fpoyle and hauocke more then (he can eat, 

Fxe.lt followesthen, the Cat muft flay at home, 
Yctthatisbuta curft ncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty rheeues : 

VVhilh that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controller at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put inparts, 
Congrueth with a mucuall confent like muficke. • 

'Eijh. True, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers funftions : 

VVhereto is added as an ayrnc or But.Obedience t 
For fo liue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Qrdaine an a& ofordcr to a peopled Kin®dome. 

They haueaKing,and Officers of fort; ° 

Where fome like Magiftrates corretft at home: 

Others, like Merchants venture Trade abroad : 

Others, like foldiours armed in their flings. 

Make boot vpon the fomroers Veluet bud : 

VVhich pillage they with merry inarch bring home 
To the Tent-royall oft heir Emperor; 

Who bulled in his maiefly, behold 

The 
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The finging Mafons building roofcsofGold', 

The ciutll Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-ey’d Iufticc \Vith his furly hurnme, 

Dcliuering vp to executors pale, thelazie caning drone, 
This I inferre, that twenty actions once a foote,. 

May all end in one moment. •> : r; ...i?' 

As many arrowes lofed feuerall wayes, fly to one marks 
As many feuerall vfrayes meete in one To wne : 

As many freflt ftreames run in one felfe-fea : 

As many lines clofein the diall center: 

So may a thoufand actions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without dcfe$:, 
1 herefore niy Liegeto France, 

Diuide your happy England into fourc, 

Ofwhich take you one quarter into France, . 

And you withall, (hall make all Cjallia (hake; 
jfwe with thricethat power leftat home. 

Cannot defend our owne doorefrom the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardinefle. 

Kin. Call in the meflenger fent frotn thc Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the rioble finnewes ©f our Land, 
France being ours.weiel, bring it to our awe, 

Orbreakeit all inpeeces : 

Either our Chronicles fhall with full mouth fpeake 
Freely of oiir a^s, or elfe like tonguelefle mutes,. 

Not vvorlhipt with a paper Epitaphs. 

Enter the Ambafadors fropt Trance. 

Now arc we w/ell prepard to know the Dolphins pleafur* 
For we hearey.Qur coromingis from him# 

rsfmbjf. Pleafeth your Maiefly to giuevs leaue. 

Freely to rendet what w.e hautt’jn cbatgCj 

Or fhali I fparingly (hew afarre off, 
TheDolphins^eafuro; andourEmbaflage? 

King. We are no tyrant, hut a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit i.s a s fubie£t. 

As are our wretches fettered in our ptifpftv 

bn/ There- 
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Therefore freely, and with vneurbed boldneffe 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

uimbaf. Then thisin fine the Dolphin fait h, 

VVbcreas you claime certaine Townes in France, 

From yourpredeceffor King Edward the third, 
Thishereturnes : 

He-faith, there’s nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne, 

You cannot reuell into Dukedomes there : 

Therefore he fendeth mecter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this, 

D efires to let the Dukedomes that you crane 
Heare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith* 

King. What treafure Vrickle ? 

£xe. Tennis balles my Liege* 

King. Weeare glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs. 
Your meffage, and his prefent wcaccept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftand him well, how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies. 

Not meafuring what vie we made of them. 

We neuervalew’d thispoore feate of England, 

And therefore gaue our fclu.cs to barbarous Liccnfe, 

As tis common lecne. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But toll the Dolphin we will keepc our ftate, 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs iivthe Throne of France. 

For this we haue layd byXtur Maiedy, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That we will dazle all the eyes ofFrancc, , 

I ftrike the Dolfhih^indetoiiooke on vs. .twwor t^ 
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And tell him this. 

His mockehath turn’d his balles to gun-ftones. 

And his foule (hall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 
Vengeance that (hall flye from them. 

For this his mocke. 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Cattles down. 
I, fome are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcornc. 

But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on, 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In a right caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of (hallow wit, 

When thoufands wcepe more then did laugh at it, 
Conuey them with fare conduft; fee them hence. 

Exe. This was a merry meffage. 

AT/tfg-.Wehopeto make the fender blufh at it : 

Therfore let our collection for the wars be foon prouided 
For God bcfore,wecl check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore .• therefore let euery man now taske his thought. 
That this fairea&ionmayon footebe brought. 

Exeunt omnes. 

Enter Nim and, Uardolfe. 

ISxr.Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

Nim . Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfe, 

Bar. MV hat, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nim.\ cannot tell, things mutt be as they may .• 

I dare not fight, but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one,but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc cheeie. 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will, , 
And theres the humour of it. 

#<ir.Ifaith Miflreffe Quickly did thee great wrong. 

For thou wert troth-plight to her. 

B Nim. 
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Nifu.l muft do as T msy,tho patience be a tired mare 
Yet {heel plod, and Tome fay kniues haue edges. 

And men may fleepe and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there’s the humor of it. 

Bar. Come ifaith,Ilebcftow a break faft to make PiJloR 
and thee friends. What a plague fhould we carry kniues 
ro cut our owr.e throates, 

ATir'w.Ifaith ilc liue as long as I may, that $ the ccrtaine of 
it.Ancl when ] cannot liue any longer,ilc do as I may, 
And there’s my rcft,and the randeuous of it. 

Inter 'Pitto(l,and Hoftes Quichly bis wife* 
Tar.Good morrow ancient Ft it oil. 
heere comes ancient PiPloll, I prethee Nim be quiet. 

Nim . How do you my hoft ? 

PiPt. Bafe flaue,callcft thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges 1 fweare,! feotne the title. 

Nor fliall my ATW/keepe lodging. 

Bofi.No by my troth not I, 

For wc cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That liue honeftly by the prickc of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we kcepe a bawdy-boufe, 

0 Lord,heere’s Corporall jV/w,now fliall 

We haue wilfull adultery and murther committed : 

G ood Corporall Nim fliew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. TW/w.Pufii. 

Pf/?.What,doft thou pufh,thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
AA'w.Willyou fhog off? I would haue you folus. 
P/tf.Solus, egregious dog,that folus in thy throate, 
And in thy lungs,and which is worfe,withiu 
Thy mesfull mouth,Ido retort that folus 
In thy bowels, and in thy law per die ; fori can taike. 
And /’/tfo/rflafhing fiery cocke is vp. 

Nim. I am not Barbafom, you cannot coniurc me; 

1 haue an humor Pifloll to knocke you indifferently well 
Andyou fall foole with m ePiftotl, 

He fcoure you with my.Rapiec in fairc tcarmes. 
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If you will walke off a little, 

lie pricke your guts a little in good tertnes* 

And there’s the humor of ir. . . 

Vift.O braggard vile,and damned furious Wight, 

The grauedoth gape.and groaning death is neere, 
Therefore exall. They draw. 

^r.Hcare me, he that ftrikes the firft blow, 
IlekillhimjaslamaSouldier. 

P,fi. An oath of mickle might, and fury lhall abate# 

Nim. We cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there s the humor of it. 

Couple gorge is the word,I thee defie agen ; 

A damned hound, thinkft thou my fpoufe to get > 

No, to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crcfides kinde, 

Doll Tear-{heete,fhe by name, and her efpowfe 
I haue, and I will hold, the quandom quickly. 

For the onely {he and Paco, there it is enough. 

Enter the Toy, 

Bay .Hoftes, you muft come ftraight to my Mafter, 

And you hoft PifioU. 

Good Bar dot fe put thy nofe betweene the flicetes. 

And do the office of a warning pan. 

Hofi . By my troth hec’l yecld the Crow a pudding one of 
thefe c'ayes. 

lie go to him,husband you’l come ? 

Srfr.Come Piftoll be friends. 

Nim, prethee be friends, and ifthou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too. 

Ni.l fhal haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 
T^.Bafc is the flauc that payes. 
iW.That now I willhaue,and there’s the humor of it. 
Piji.ks manhood {hall compound. They draw. 

Par. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 
lie kill him by this fword. 

P#.S word is an oath, and oathes muft haue their courfe. 

B a Nim. 
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Nim.l (hall haue my eight (hillings I wonne of you at 
betting. 

'Piji. A noble (halt thou haue,and ready pay. 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And fnendfhip (hall combinde out brotherhood, 
lie liue by Nim , as Nim l hall liue by me : 

Is not this iuft? for I fhall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occrue. 

A * t (hail haue my noble? 

Tije.ia cadi mod truely paid, 

Nim . Why theres the humorof it. 

Enter Hoftes. 

Hofies.As cuer you came of men come in. 

Sir John, poore foule is fo troubled 
With a burning tafhan contigian feuer.tis wonderfull, 
Pift . Let vs condole the knight ; for lamkins we wil liue. 

Exeunt onwes. 
Enter Exeter and Glofier. 

Clojl . Before God my Lord, his Grace is too bold to 
trtift thefe traytors, 

£ve.They (hall be apprehended by and by. 

(jlofi, 1 but the man that was his bedfellow. 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced withPrincely fauors, 
That he (hould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
His Soueraignes life to death and trechery. 

Exe.O the Lord of CMas/bam. 

Enter the King and three Lords. 

JGsg.Now firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord; 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of Ttfasjbam, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinkc the power we beare wi th vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Masfbam. No doubt my Liege, if each man do his bed. 

Cam. 
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£W».Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
is your Maicfty. 

Grey . Euen tbofe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue deeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

King. We therefore haue great caufc of thankfulncffe. 
And (hall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthineffe. 

^*/ISo feruice (hall with dccled finewesflii -v 
And labour (hall refrelh it fclfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffantferuice. 

King.V nckle of Exeter, enlarge the man 
Committed yefterday,that raild againft our perfon. 

We confider it was the heate of wine that fet him on. 

And on his more aduice we pardon him. 

Maf . That is mercy, but too much fecurity ; 

Let him be punifht Soueraignc, 

Lead the example of him,breed more of fuel) a kinde. 
King . O let vs yet be mercifull. 

Cam . So may your highne(Te,3nd punifh too. 

Grey. Y ou (hew great mercy if you glue him life. 

After the tadeof hiscorredion. 

King Alafle,your too much care and lone of me, 

Are heauy orifons againd the poore wretch. 

If little faults proceeding on diftemper, 

Should not be winked at. 

How (hould we dretch our eyfc$whcn capitaHcrimes, 
Chewed, fwallowed, and digeded,appc3re before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the red 
In their deare loues, and tender preferuation of our date. 
Would haue him punilht. 

Now to our French caufes. 

Who are the late Commiffioners ? 

Cam. Me one my L ord. 

Your highneffe bad me aske for it to day, 
ftlaf.So did you me my Soueraigne. 

Cr^y.And me my Lord. 

B 3 King. 
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King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge is yours, 
There is yours, my Lord of Majnam : 

And fir Thomas grey , knight of Northumberland, 

This fame is yours ; 

Rcadc them,and know we know your worthinefle. 
Vncklc Exeter, l will aboord to night. 

Why ho w now <kntlemcn,why change you colour * 
What fee you in thole papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance? 

Cam . I do confefle my fault, and do fubsnit me 
To your highnefie mercy. 

Majh. To which we all appeal*. 

King . The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your ownc reaions is fore-ftald and done : 

You muft not dare for lhame to aske for mercy. 

For your owne conscience turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their mailers worry ing them. 

See you my Princes,and my Noble Peercs, 

Thefe engliflr Monliers .* 

My Lord of Cambridge here, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor ; 

And this vildemanhath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’d and fvvome vnto the pra&ife* of France, 
To kill vs hcerc in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight, no lcfle in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne. 

But oh,what Chall I fay to thee falfe man. 

Thou cruell.ingratefulljand inhumane creature. 

Thou that didft bearethc key ofallmy counfeil. 

That knewft the very fccrcts of my heart. 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold 5 
Wouldft thou haue pra&ifdc on me for thy vfc ? 

Can it be polTiblc ; that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy roy fingers 

TU lo ftrange,that tho the truth doth Ihew as grofe 
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As blacke from white, mine eye will fearfely fee it. 

Their faults are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer of the law. 

And God acquit them of their pratftifes. 

Ex *. I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Richard , Earle of Cambridge . 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry, Lord of JHaJham, 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomas Grey , 

Kni gh t of Northumberland. 

Alafb.Our puipofes God iuftly hath dilcouercd. 

And I repenc my fault more then my death. 

Which I befeech your Maiefty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Kmg.G od quit you in his mercy, 

Heare your fentence. 

You haue confpir'd againft our royall Perfon, 

Ioyned with an enemy proclaim’d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiued the golden earned of out 
death, 

Touching our perfon we feeke no vedrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafety muft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought. 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. 

Get you hencc,poorc miferablc creatures to your death. 
The tafte whereof,God in his mercy giue you patience 
To endure,and true repentance of all your deeds amiffe : 
Bearc them hence. 

' Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to Franee : The enterprife whereof, 

Shall be to you as vs,fuccelfiuely. (way 

Since God cut off this dangerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheeiiy to fea,the fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England, if not King of France. 

Exit ornnes. 
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Enter Nim ,Vtfloll, Bardolfe^HoJler, and a bty„ 

Hoft.\ prethee fweet heart. 

Let me brmg thee fo farre as Stones, 

Pi ft Mo fur, no fur. 

A<*r. Well, fir lehn is gone, God be with him. 

Jlq/t. I ,hc is in Artbors bofome, if euer any wete. 

He went away as if it were a cvyfotnbd childe, 

Betweene tweiue and one, 

Iuft at turning of the tide ; 

His nofe wa s as (havpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 

I knew there was no way but one. 

How now fir John , quoth I ? 

And he cryed three timeSjGodjGod^od, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his fecte. 

And I felt tothem,andtheywereascoldasanyftone, 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any ftonc. 

And fo vpward,8c vpward,and all was as cold as ftone, 
Nim. They fay he cride out on Sacke. 

that he did. 

Boy, And of women. 

HoJIMo that he did not. 

‘Boy. Yes that he did,& fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Afy/Pjndeed carnation was a colour he ncuer loued, 
NmMNe.W,\\t did cry out on women. 

Hofi. Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke. 

And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 

tfoy.Hoftes.doyou remember he faw a Flea fland 
V pon Bardolfes nofe,and fed ii was a blackc foule 
Burning in hell? , ^ 
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Well,God be with him, ^ 

That was all the wealthlgotiinhis feruice, 

Mw.Shall we (hog off ? 

The king will be gonefrom Southampton. 

Pifi . Cleare vp thy criftals, r 
Looke to my chattels arid my moueablcs j, 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay : 

Mens words arc wafer cakes, 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetua be thy counfellor. 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

Bor .Farewell hoftefle. 

pitm.l cannot kis,and theres the humor of it# 

But adieu. 

Pifi. Keepe faft thy buggle boc. 

Exit omnes . 

Enter King of France, Bourbon, Dolphin, 

and ethers. 

KingMoviVou Lords of Qrltanct, 

Of Bourbon, vadipf. Berry , 

You fee the King of England is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

Dolphin M'] gracious Lord, 

Tis meete we all go foorth> 

And arme vs againft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France ; 

But let vs do it with no (hew of feare. 

No with no more, then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord, (he is fo idely kingd. 

Her feepter fofantaftically borne. 

So guided by a (hallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 

fov.Opeacc Prince Dolphin,you dcceiucyour fclfc, 

C Qucftioa 
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Queftion your Grace the late Embaflador, 

With what regard he heard his Embaffagc, 

How well fupplied with aged Counfellors, 

And how his refolution anfwer’d him. 

Youthen would fay, that Harry was not wilde. 

Kwg.Welljthinke we Harry ttrong, 

And Arongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

ConMy Lord,heere is an Ambaffador 
From the King of England. 

King . Rid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly foil owed', Lord's. 

Dol . My gracious father.cut vp this Englifli (foort s 
Selfe-loue my Liege is not fo vile a thing 
As felfe-negle&ing. 

Enter Exeter* 

King . From our brother of England ? 

E.re.Erom him,and thus he greets your Maiefiy * 
He wils you in the name of God A!mighty,v 
That you deueft your fclfe,and lay apart 
Thatborrowed title, which by gift of heauen. 

Of law, of nature, and of Nations,longs 
To him and to his heires, namely the Crowne 
And all wide ftretched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crowne of France , that you may know 
Tis no finiflcr,nor no awkeward claime, 

Pickt from the wormeholes ofold vanifht daies 
Nor from the duft of old obliuion rackc. 

He fends you thefe mod memorable lines. 

In euery branch truely demonflratcd : 

Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 

And when you findehim cuenly deriued 
From his mod famed and famous Anccftors, 

Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdome,indirc£lly held 
From him, the natiue and true Challenger. 
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KingM not, what followes ? 

£*.Bloody coftrainc,for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts, there will he rake for it : 

Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming 
In thunder,and in earthquake,likc a lone. 

That if requiring fade, he will compell it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows tcares 
The orphants crics,the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens grones. 

For husbands,fathcrs,and diftrefled louers, 

Which fhall be fwallowcd in this controuerfie. 

This is his claime, his threatning, &my meflage, 

Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heere. 

To whom exprcfly we bring greeting too. 

Lei. For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to heare from England. 

£*■*.$ corn & defiance, flight regard.contempt. 

And any thing that may not mif-Secome 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at •• 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten the bitter mockcyou fent bis Maiefty, 

Hee’l call you to fq loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide your trefpaffe, & returns your mock, 

In feeond accent of bis Ordenance. 

"Del. Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will : 

For 1 defire nothing fo much, 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufc,according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofe Parte balks. 

Exe. Hee’l make your farts- Louer fhake for it. 

Were it the Miflrefle Court of mighty Europe, 

And be allured, you’l finde a difference. 

As we his fubiefts haue in wonder found, 

Bccweene his yongcr daies,and thefe he muflers now; 

C i Now 
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Now he weighes time cucn to the lateft graine. 

Which you (hall findc in your ownc Ioffes, 

If wc ftay in France. 

Jft#(r.WelI,for vs you (hall returne our anfvver backe 
To our brother of England, 

Exit owner; 

Enter Nim, r Bardolfe 1 PifieH,and Boy. 

ATiww.Before God heeres hot feruice. 

Pifl.Tis hot indeed, blowcs go and cqme, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

Nim , Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy. Would I were in London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pifl.AnA 1 : if wifhes would preuaile, 

I would not ftay, but thither would I hi* 

Enter Flewellen } and teats them in* 

Flew . Gods plud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches ? 

Nim . Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy. Well,! would I were once from them; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Hsndkerchers.they will fteale any thing. 

Bardolfe ftple a Lute-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfepence. _ •• 

Wm ftole afire-ftiouell, 

] knew by that,they meant to carry coales : 

Well, if they will not leaue me, 

I meane to leaue them. 

Exit Nim ^Bardolfe, Piftoll^andHoy. 

Enter Gower. 

(yower. Captainc Flewellen, you muft come ftrait 
TotheMineSjtotheDukeof GloHer. 

flew. 
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Flew . Looke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good . 

To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is otherwiiej 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fine yards wider the countermines : 

By le[hu I thinke heel blow vp all. 

If there be no better dire&ion. 

vtlarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

King.Uow yet refolucs the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftru<ftion,defie vs to our worft. 
For asIamafouldier,anamcthatinmy thoughts 
Becomes me beft,if webegin the battery once againe, 

I will not leaue the halfeatchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afties (he be buried. 

The gates of mercy are all (hut vp. 

What fay you,will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid } 

Enter Gouernor • 

Gouer.Oux expe&ation hath this day an end 
The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 

Retnrnes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
To raife fo great a fiege : therefore dread King, 

We yeeld our towne andliues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates, difpofc of vs and ours, 

For wc no longer are defenfiue now. 

Enter Katherine and i/ilice. 

Kate.AUce venecia, vous aues cates cn, 

Vou parte/ortbon Angloys englatara. 

Coman fae palla vou la main en francoy . 

C 3 Alice 
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Alice. 1 a main madam de han, 

Kate. E da bras. 

Alice, De arma madam. 

Kate. Lc main da han la bras de arma, 

Alice: O wyc Madam. 

Kate.E Cotnan fa pella vow la menton a la coll. 

Alice. De neck,c dc cinjMadam. 

Kate, E deneck.e decin,ede code. 

Alice.Dc cudie ma foy Ie oblye,mais Ie remembre, 

Le tude,o de clbo Madam. 

Kate. Ecowtcle reherfera.towt cella qticlac apoandre, 
De han.de arma,de neck,du cin,c dc bilbo. 

Alice.Dc elbo Madam. 

Kate. O Iefu ,Iea obloyc ma foy,ecoute Ie rccontera 
De han,de arma,de neck,de cin,e de clbo,e ca bon. 

Alice, May foy Madam,vou parla au fc bon Angloyj 
Afie yous aucs ettue en Englatara. 

Kate. Parla grace de deu an petty tancs. Ic parlc milieu* 
Coman fe pella vou le peid e lc robe. 

Alice. Le foot.eiecon. 

Kate. Lc foot,e le con,0 Iefu 1 Ie ne veu poin&parIe t 
Sie plus dcuant le che cheualires de franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

Alice foote,e le con. 

Kate.O et ill aufie,ccoute Alice, de han,dc arma, 

De neck,de cin,lc foote,e de con. . 

Alice. Cct fort bon Madam. 

Xtftt.AIouesadiner. 

Exit crnet. 

Jit*. 

Enter King of France, Lord C tuft able the 
Dolphin, and Bourbon. 

King.Xn certaineheis paft theRiuer Some. 

Cow.Mordeu ma via : Shall a few fpranes of vs# 

(The emptying of our fathers luxery) 





.me-rdii* 



haue they this mcttall? 
aw.foggy.and cold. 



Outgrow their grafters. 

2?w.Normanc$,ba 
And if they pafle vnfought withall, 
lefell my Dukedome for a foggy Farms 
In that Ihort nooke lie of England. 

Con. Why whence 
Is not their Climate raw,fog & 

On whom, as in difdaine.the Sunne looses paie 
Can barley broth, a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water decockt fuch liueiy blood ? 

And lhall our quicke blood,fpirited with wine, 

Seeme frofty ? O for honour of our names, 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they (a more frofty Climate) 

Swcate drops of youthfull blood. 

iG'«g.Conftable difpatch,fend Montioy foorth, 

To know what willing ranfome he will giue : 

Sonne Dolphin, you lhall flay in Rhone with me# 

Dol, Not fo,I do befeech your Maicfty. 

A/»£.Well,l fay it lhall be fo. 

Fxetmt\ mm, 

Enter Gower and FleweRen, 

Gower. How now Captain cFlewellen, 

Come you from the bridge? 

Flew. By Iefu* there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

F/op.Thc Duke of Exeter is a man whom I loue. 

And I honour, and 1 worfhip with my foule. 

And tny hpart,and my life. 

And my Iand$,and my liuings. 

And my vtccrmoft powers* 

The D ake is looke you, 

God be praifed and plcafed forit, 

No harmc in the worcll. 

H e 
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He is maintainc the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, 

I do not know how you call him. 

But by le/hu 1 thinke he is as valiant as MarkeAnth<mj t 
He doth maintainc the Brid ge moft gallantly j 
Yet he is a man bfno reckoning ; 

But I did lee him do gallant feruice. 

Goner, how do you call him? 

Flew, his name is ancient Pitt all. 

Goner. \ know him not. 

Enter Ancient PtttoR. 

Flew. Do you not know him,here comes the nun, 

P/i?.Captaine,I thee befcech to do me afauour. 

The Duke ot. Exeter doth loue thee well. 

F/«*.I,and I praife God lhauc merited Tome loue at his 
hands. 

Pitt.'Bnrdolfe a fouldier.one of buxfome valour. 

Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheelc, 
That God’s blinde that Hands vpon the rowling rcftleffe 
ftone. 

Flew . By your patience Ancient Pitted 
Fortune looke you i? painted plinde. 

With a mufler before her eyes. 

To fignifie to you,that Fortune is plinde t 
And flue is moreouer painted with a whecle, - , " 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning. 

And inconftant.and variation,and mutabilities .• 

And her fare is fixed at a fphericall Hone, 

Which rollcs.and rolles,and rolles ; ^ - 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defcription.ot 

tune. * e V" i h.r} 

Fortune looke you is an excelierk Morall. 

P//r.Fortune is Bardo/fes fo.e,and frownes on him> j 
For he hath ftolne a patks.and hVngd mu ft 'he be ; 

A damned death, let gallowcs gupe for dogs, . 
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Let man go free, and let not death his windpipe flop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the doome of death, 

Eor packs of petty price.- . 

Therefore go lpeakc,the Duke will hearc thy voice. 

And let not 'Bardolfes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord, and vile approach. 

Speake Captaine for his life,and 1 will thee requite. 

Flew . Captainc Pittoll , I partly vnderftand your meaning, 
Pitt . Why then reioyce therefore. 

F/co’.Certainly Ancient PtttoU, 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother ,1 would with the Duke 
To do his pleafure.and put him to executions ; 

For looke you,difciplines ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

Pitt. Die and be damned,and a fig for thy friendftiip. 
Flew . That is good. 

Fiji . The figge of Spaine within thy law. 

Flew , That is very well. 

Pitt. 1 fay the fie within thy bowels Sc thy durty maw. 

1 Exit PM . 

Flew. Captaine Gower , cannot you hearc it li ghten and 
thunder? 

Gower . Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd,a cut-purfe. 

Flew . By Iefus he is vtter as praue words vpon the bridge 
As you fhall defire te fee in a fommers day ; 

But tis all one,whathehathfed to me, 

Looke you,is all one. 

Gower . Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfelfe 
At his rcturne to London: 

And fuch fellowes as he. 

Are perfeft in great Commanders names. 

They will learne by rote where feruices were done. 

At fucb and fuch a fconce,at fuch a breach, 

D 
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At fuch a conuoy.who came off brauely,who was fliot 

Who difgraced,whattermes the enemy flood on. * 

And this they con perfe&ly in phrafe of warre. 

Which they trickc vp with new tun’d oathes/ 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits 
Is wonderfnll to be thought on : but you mufllcarne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or elfe you may meruclloufly be miftooke. 

F/ew.Cortaine Captaine Gower t it is not the man, 
Lookc you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time {hall feme. I fhall tell him alittle 
Of my defires .• heere comes his Maiefty. 

£ nter King , Clarence ffloftcr. and others , 

King, How now Flewellen,c ome you from the bridge? 
Flew A and it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

X/»£.What men haue you loft Flewellen ? 

Flew , And it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great. 

Very reafonably grear,but for our owne parts, 

Ithinke we haue loft neucr aman,vnlefleit be one 
For robbing ofaChurch,one 'Bardolfe, if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs, 

And pumples,and his breath blowes at hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes red,fometimcs plew ; 

But God be praifcd,now his nofc is executed. 

And his fire out, 

King.Wc would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giue expreffe conimandemcnt. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid fo.r; none ofthe French abufed. 

Or vpbraided w'ith difdainfull language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdomc, 

The gentleft gamefter is the fooner winner. 
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Enter the French Herauld, 
#cr 4 /</.'Youknow me by my habite, 

King.VS t\l then, we know thee, 

What fhould we know of thee? 

Her My Matters minde. Ktng.VnMd it. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantage is a better fouldier then rafhnefle : 

Although we did fecmcdead,we did but (lumber. 

Now we fpeake vpon our kue,& our voyce is impendl, 
England fhall repent her folly,fee her ralhneue. 

And admire our fufferance.V Vhich to ranfome. 

His pettinefl’e would bow vnder: 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 

For the difgracc we haue borne.himfelfe kneeling 
At our feete,a weake and worthleffe fatisfa&ion. 

To this.adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Matter, 

Ktng.VVhst is thy name ? we know thy quality. 

Herald. Monltoj. , , , 

2C*«£.Thou doft thy office fairejeturne thcebacke. 

And tell thy King,l do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callts ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though ti$ no wifedome to confeffe fo much 

Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers arc with (ickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leffened^and thofe few I haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

Who when they were in heart,! tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon onepaire of £ngli(h legs* 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

Yet God forgiue me,thatl do brag thus ; . 

Your airc of Fruncc hath blowne this vice in me# 

I muft repcntjgo tell thy Matter here 1 am* 

My ranfome is this fraile and worthleffe body* 

My Army but a weake and lickly guard# 
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Yet God before,we will come on, 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way • 

If we may paffe.wc will ; if wc be hindered. 

We fnal your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Montioy get you gone, there’s for your paines : 

The fum of all our an (were is but this, 

W e would not fecke a battle as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay we will not Ihun it. 

Herald. 1 (hall deliuer fo : thanks to your Maiefty, 

G left My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vi 
now. 

King.Wc are in Gods hand brother,not in theirs ; 

To night we will cncampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit, 

Enter'll Ur bon 3 C on ft able t Orleance ^and Geben. 

C w.Tut,I haue the beft armour in the world. 

Orleance . You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfc haue his due. 

Bur. Now you talke of a horfe, 

I haue a fteed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but pure airc and fire. 

And hath none of this dull element ofearth within him# 

Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

Bur, And of the heate of the Ginger, 
f urne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horle is argument for them all : 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfe, . 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

C on ' 1 haue heard a Sonnet begin fo. 

In the praife of ones Miftreffe. 

Bur. Why then did they imitate 
That which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my horfe is my Miftreffe. 

ConMz foy the other day,me-thought 
Your Miftreffe fhooke you jfhrcyvdly. 
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I, bearing me.I tell thee Lord Conftable, 

My Miftreffe weares her owne haire. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that. 

If I had a Sow to my Miftreffe. 

.Tut, thou wilt make vfe of any thing. > 

Cm. Tex. I do not vfe my horfe for my Miftreffe, 

Bur.' Will it neuer be morning ? 

He ride too morrow a mile. 

And my way (hall be paued with englifh faces. 

Con.B y my faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way. 

'Bur. Well,ile go arme my felfe ; hay. Exit* 

Gebon. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning,. 
Orleance. I,he longs to eate the Englifh. 

Con.l thinke hee’l eate all he kils. 

Orlean.O peace,ill will neuer faid well . 
fcw.Ile cap thatProuerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendfhip. 

Orle.O fir, I can anfwer that, 

With giuc the Diuell his due. 

Cw.Haue at the eye of that Prouerbe, 

With a ioggeof the Diuell. 

Orle. Well, the Duke of Unban is Amply 
The moft a&iueG cntleman of trance* 

Con. Doing his a£liuity,and hee’l ftillbe doing# 

Orle. He neuer did hurt as I heard off. 

C on .No I warrant you, nor neuer will. 

Orle. I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con. I was told fo by one that knowes him better then 
you. 

Or/d?. Whofe that ? 

Catt.Wby he told me fo himfelfc. 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Or/e.Well,who will go with me to hazard, 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

. Ccw.Youmuft go to hazard your felfe, 
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Before you haue them. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

MetfMy Lords,thc Engliih lie within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent. 

Cw.VVho hath meafured the ground ? 

Me/f.The Lord Qranpeere. 

Can. A valiant man, an expert Gentleman. 
Come,come away. 

The Sun is hie,and we weare out the day. Exit eti 

Enter the King difg*ifed t to him Tifioll . 

Pi/}. Ke we hi 

King. A friend. 

Ptfi . Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common, bafe, and popelcr ? 

.Kwg.No fir,I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
TV/? .Trades thou the puiflant Pike ? ' 
JcTwg.Euen fo fir. What arc you? 

Pitt, As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King. O then thou art better then the King. 
'Pifi.'lhc Kings a bago.and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life, an impe of fame. 

Of parents good, of fift ffloft valiant : 

I kis hisdurty (hooe, and from my heart firings 
I loue the louely bully. What is thy name f 
King. Harry le Rey. 

Ptft.Le a Cornifia man ; 

Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 

.JTwg.No fir,l am a IF tlchman • 

Pitt. A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellen i 
King.l fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pift.Kti thou his friend ? 

King.lfir. t 

Pifi . Figa for thee then ; my name is Pijtoll. 

Kmg . It forts well with your fiercenefie. 
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Pifi. Pifiell is my name. Suit PifioH. 



Enter Comer and FltweUen, 

6w*w,Captaine FleweUen, 

Flew. la the name of Iefu lpeake lower. 

It is the greateft folly in the worell,when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant y ou,ifyou looke into the wars of the Romanes t 
You (hall finde no pittle tattle, nor bibble babble there. 
But you (hall finde the care$,and the fcares. 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

Cjow. Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew . Godes follud.if the enemy be an afle & a foole, 

A nd a prating cock$-combc,is it meet that webealfo 
Afoole, and a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confcience now ? 

Cower, lie fpeake lower. 

Flew.l befeech you do,good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower and FleweUen. 
King. Though it appeare a little out of falhion, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 



Enter three Soul diets, 
i.Soul.ls not that the morning yonder ? 
i.Soul. I. we fee the beginning, 

God knowes whether we {hall fee the end or no. 

$ .&?«/. Well,I thinke the King could wifh himfelfe 
Vp to the necke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were,at all aduentures,and I with him. 
King. Now mafters good morrow,what chearef 
3.*SW.Ifaith fmall cheerc fome of vs is like to haue. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King. Why feare nothing man,thc king is frolike. 
l.Sonl.l be may be,for he hath no caufe as we. 

Kmg. Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are, 
f he Violet frnels to him as vnto vs j 
• herefore if he fee reafons,he fcares as we do. 
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i.SotU. But the King hath a hcauy reckoning to make, 
If his caufebe not good ; when all thofe foules 
Whofc bodies (hall be flaughtcred here, 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day. 

And fay I dyed at fuch a placc.Some fwearmg ; 

Some their wiues rawly . left ; , , . 

Some leauing their children poore behmdc them. 

Now if his caufc be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay, if a man fend his fcruar.£ 

As Fa&or into another Country, 

Andhebyanymcanesmifcarry, 

Youmay fay thebufineffe of the Matter 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. j 
Or ifa fonnebc imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any leud a<ftton,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the matter is not to anfwer for his fcruant. 

The father for his fonne,nor the king for his fubicfcts , 
For they purpofe not their deaths f 
When they crauc their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 

Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yet they cannot efcapeGods puqimment. . 

War is Gods Beadle.War is Gods vengeance . 

Euery mans fcruice is the Kings : 

And walh euery moth out of his confcience. 

That in fo doing,he may be the read er for death, 

Or not dying,wby the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made, 
a Ifaith he faies true, 

^ » • Ll . 
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Iwould not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luftily tor him. 

rr ilir Well J heard the king wold noiberanfomd» 
SuheVaidfo,tomahvsligh., 

But when our throats be cut, he may be ranfomd, 

Andweneuerthewifcr. . . 

I Hue to fee that, ile neuer truft hw word agame. 
,,Sw/.Maffe you’l pay him then, 

Tis a great difpleafure that an elder 
Gun can do againft a Cannon, 

Orafubie&againftaMonarch. 

you’lneretake his word againe,you are a nafle.goe. 

jif#»£.Yout reproofs is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were ft not atthis time I could be angry. 
a. 5 tf«/.Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt. 

W.How (hall I know thee ? . . , 

•l.SohL Here’s my gloue.which if euer I fee m thy hat, 

lie challenge thee ,and ftrike thee. 

Kwg.Hcre is likewife another of mme. 

And affure thee ile weare it. 

2.S««/.Thou dar’ft as well be hangd. 

3 .Saul&t friends you foolcs, 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englifh broyles. 

W.Tisno treafon to cut French Crownes, 

For to morrow the King himfelfc will be a clipper. 

Exit the fotilaiers. 

Snter to the King, Glocester y £fingham t 
and Attendants. 

King . O God of battels fteele my fouldiers harts. 

Take from them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which ftand before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day, not too day O God, Thinke 
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Think e on the fault my father made^ 

In compalfing the Crowne. 

1 T^chards body haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite teares. 

Then from it iffued forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred men haue I in y earely pay. 

Which cuery day their withered hands hold vp 
To heauen,to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,more will I do ! 

Though all that I can do is all too little; 

Enter Qltfter, 

Glo. My Lord* 

KingM'j brother Glofters voice. 

G/o.My Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefenc«. 
Kw.Stay Glofter ftay ,and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends, and all things ftayes for me. 

Enter Clarence £ lofter, Exeter^ Salisbury, ■ 

Par. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 
£*.There’s fiue to one, and yet they are all frejh. 
^r.Offighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 
S*/.The oddes is all too great. Farwell kinde Lords ; 
Braue Clarence.and my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lordof Warwicke,and to all farewell. 

Cla , Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou art made on the true fparkes of honor* 

Enter King. 

fVar.O would we bad but ten thoufand men 

Now at this inftant.that doth not worke in England. 

Whofe that, that wifhes fo,roy coufen WarY»« ■ 
Gods will I would not loofc the honour 
One man would fhare from me. 

Not for my kingdome. jq. 
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No faith my Cofen, wi(h not one man more. 

Rather proclaime it prefently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this feaft 
Let him depart,his pafport fhall bee drawne. 

And crowncs for conuoy put into his purfc. 

We would not dye in that mans company. 

That feares his fellowlhip to dye with vs* 

This day is called the day ofCrifpin :i 
He that out-liucs this day, and fees oldcage. 

Shall ftanda tipto when this day is named. 

And rowfc him at the name of Crifpin. „ 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends. 

And fay, to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then (hall we in their flowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harrj the King, 

Bedford and Sxeter , Clarence t and Glofter, 

V^arwicke, and Yorke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houfhold wordes. 

This ftory (hall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it (hall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that (beds his blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fobafe 
This day (hall gentle his condition. 

Then (hal he ftrip his fleeues,& (hew his fears. 

And fay,thcfe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now abed. 

Shall thinke themfelues accurft, 

They were not there, when any fpeakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpines day. 

Qlo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready if our mindes be fo. 
Wtr.PerKh the manwhofeminde is backward now. 

E % King 
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Kttfj.Thou doft hot wifh more helpc from England 
Confen? ° r 

V/ar . Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out. 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh me one, You know your charge, • 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Her Mid from the French, 

Her . Once more I come to know of thee king Henry, 
What thou wilt giue for ranfome? 

King . Who hath fent thee now ? 

iAr.The Conftablc of France. 

King . I prethee beare my former anfwer backe. 

Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God,why fliould they mocke good fcllowes thus ? 
The man that once did fell the Lyons skin 
While the bealtliued,was kild with hunting him. 

And many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Finde graucs within your Realme of France: 

Though buried in your dunghils,we {hall be famed s 
For there the Sunne Avail greete them. 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime 5 
The fmell whereof,{haIl breed a plague in France j 
Marke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead,liketo the bullets crafing, 

Breakcs foorth into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe, 

Killing in relaps of mortality .* 

Let me fpeake proudly. 

There’s not a peece of feather in out Campe, 

Good argument I hope we fhall not flye. 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the maffe,our hearts are in the trim. 

And my poore fouldiers tell me, yet ere night 
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They ‘1 be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
The gay new cloaths ore your French (ouldiers eares, 

And turne them out of feruice.lf they do this. 

As if it pleafe God they fhall. 

Then fhall our ranfomc foone be leuied j 
Sauc thou thy labour Herauld, 

€omc thou no more for ranfome, gentle Herauld. 

They fhall haue nought I fwcare.but thefe my bones : 
Which ifthey haue, as I willlcauevm them, 

VVill yeeld them little,tell tbe Conftablc. 

Herd, fhall deliuer fo. 

Exit Herald, 

Torke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The leading of the vaward. 

K/»£.Take it braue Torke. 

Come fouldiers let’s away. 

And as thou pleafeft God.difpofe the day. Exit* 

Enter the fare French Lords* 

Qtbon.O diabello. 

Co».Mordumavie. 

Orle. O what a day is this ! 

Bur. O lour dei houte all is gonc,aIl is loft. 

Con. We are enow yet liuing in the field, 

To fmothcr vp the Englifb, 

if any order might be thought vpon. 

“Bnr.h plague of order,once more to the field. 

And he that will not follow Bmhon now. 

Let him go home,and with his cap in hand. 

Like a bafe lsno hold the chamber doorc. 

Why lcaft by a flauc no gentler then my dog, 

His faireft daughter is contatnuracke. 

CW.Difordcr that hathlpoild vs, right vs now. 

Come we in hcapes,wee’l offer vp our liucs 
Vnto thefe EngliO^orelfc die with fame. 

E 3 Come 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor, our fhame doth laft too long. 

Exit mm 

Enter Piftollthe Trench t»4» } and the by, 
P^.Eyld cur, cyld cur. 

French.O Monficur,ie vou en prec aues petie de moy. 
PittMoy (hall not feme, I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name. 

2ty.Comant ettes v ous apelles ? 

Fre»;Monfieur Fer. 

Boy. He fayes his name is matter Fer. 

Pifi . He Fer him, and ferit him,and ferkehim. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

“Boy Sit I do not know whats French for Fer,ferite,an4 
fcarkc. 

Bid him prepare,for I Wilfcut his throat. 
2ty.Feate,vou preat,ill voullescouplc votre gorge. 
Pift.Onye ma foy couple la gorge, 

Vnleffc thou giue to me egregious ranfome.dye. 

One point of afox. 

Wren. Qui dit ill monfieur, 

111 dityc fi vou ny vouly pa domy Iuy. 

Boy. La gran ranfomc,ill voutueres. 

Fren.O ie vous en pri petit gentelhome, parle 
A cce, gran Captaine, pour auci mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerecs pour mon ranfome’ 

Cinquante ocios. Ie fuyes vngentclhome dc France, 
PiJi.VJhn fayes he boy ? 

“Boy. Marry fir he fayes he i* a gentleman of a greae 
Houfc of France, and for his ranfome i 
He will giue you yooXcownes. 

Pttt. My fury fhall abate. 

And I the Crownes will take,1 
And as I fucke blood, I will fome mercie fhew. 
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Follow me cur. 

Exitemnej 

Enter the Kingjhii Nobtes } and Piftotl. 

King. What the French retire i 
Yet als not done,the French keepes ftill the field, 
f Ar.The Duke of Yorkc commends him to your Grace. 
Xw.Liueshe good vnklc,twiccl faw him downe. 
Twice vp againe: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array ,braue fouldier doth he lye, 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 
Yoake-fcllowtohis honour-dying wounds, , 

The Noble Earle of Suffolke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firtt dyed,and Yorkc all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kifles the gatties 
That bloudily did yawne vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry decrc coufin Suffolke : 

My foule fhall thine keepe company in heauen : 

Tarry deere foule awhile.then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughten field, 

We kept togither in our Chiualry: 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vpi 
He tooke me by the hand,faide deere my Lorde> 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme,and fo elpoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An argument/ 
Ofneucr-endingloue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from me, which I Would haue ftopte. 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to teares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you, 

I mutt conucrt to teares. 
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Alarum founds, 

VVhat new alarum is this? 

Bid euery fouldierkill his prifoner. 

/•^.Couple gorge. Sxitoma, 

Enter FleweBcn, and Captaine Q otter. 

Flew , Codes plud kill the boyes and the lugyge, 

Tis the arrants peece of knauery as can be denied 
In the worell now, in your confcienccnow. 

Gtrow.Tis certaine, there’s not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafcals that ran from the battel!, 
Thcmfelueshauc done this flaughter; 

Bcfide.they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the Kings Tent .* 

Whereupon the king caufedeucry prifoners 
Throat to be cut.Oh he is a worthy King. 

F/<w.!,he was borne at Monmouth ; 

Captaine Gower.v/h&t call you the place where 
e Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

Flew.V Vhy I pray,is not big great ? 

As if 1 fay, big, or great,or magnanimous, 
Ihopetisallone reckoning, 

Saue the phrafe is a little varation. 

Gower. I thinke v Alexander the great 
VVas borne at Macedon r 
His father was called Philip of cMacedon, 

As I take it. 

Flew. I thinke it was Macedon indeed 
VVhere Alexander was borne : 

Looke you Captaine Cjower , 

And ifyou looke into theMapsofthe worell wcll> 
You fhall finde little difference betweene 
cMacedon and Menmorth.Lookc you, there is 
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A Riuer in Macedon, and there is alio a Riuer 
In MonmortK the Riuer snamc at Monntortk 

1 $ called Wye. . , f , , 

But tis out of my braine wbat is the name of the other; 
But tis all one,tis fo like, as nty fingers is to fingers. 

And there is Samons in both. 

Looke you Captaine Gower, and you marke it. 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander, 

Cod knowes.and you know,that Alexander in his 
Bowles, and his Alcs,and his wrath, his difplcafures 
And indignations, was kill his friend Cli nt. 

Gow. I but our King is not like him in that, 

Forheneuerkild any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the tale out 
Of a mans mouth.erc it is made an end and finiflted: 

I fpeake in the comparifons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Clittu : fo our King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turne away the fat Knite 
With the great belly doublet; 

I am forget his name. 

Gower. Sir Iohn Falftaffe. 

Flew. 1, 1 thinke it is Sir Iohn Falftaffe indeed, 

I can tell you, there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 

Enter the King and hie Lords .t 
King. I was not angry fince I came in France, 
Vntilithishoure, 

Take a Trumpet Herauld, 

And ride veto the horfemen on yon hirl t 

If they will fight with vs,bid them come downe. 

Or leaue thefield,they do offend our fight. 

■ Will they do neither,we will come to them. 

And make them sky r away, as fa ft 

As ftones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 

Befides,wcelcut the throats ofthofe we hauc. 

And not one aliue {ball tafte our mercy , 

p Enter 
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Enter the Herald . 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That we haue fined thefe bones of ours for ranfome? 

Her . I come great King for charitable fauour, 

To fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may haue leauc to bury all our dead. 

Which in the fieldc lye fpoiled and troden on* 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no : 

For yet a many of your French do keepc the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Kim. Praifed be God therefore : 

What Caftle call you that ? 

Her. We call it AgincoUrt. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourt,- 
Fought on the day ofCrifpin,Crifpianus. 

Flex*. Your Grandfather of famous memory, 

If your Grace be remembred, 

Is do good feruice in France* 

King. Tis true 1 : l ewe lien. 

Flew, Your Maiefty fayes very true. 

And it pleafe your Maiefty, 

The Wclrhmen there was do-good feruice. 

In a Garden where Leekcs did grow. 

And I thinke your Maiefty will take no fcorne. 

To weare a Leekc inyour cap vpon_S.Dauies day. 

King. No Flewellcn, for I am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not waftr your welch 
Blood outofypu.Godkcepeit, and preferue it, 

To his graces will and plcafure* 

Thankes good Countrey-man* 

Flew.By Ielu I am your Maiefties Countryman, (man, 
1 care not whokno it, fo long as your maiefty is an honeft 
King, God keepc me fo. Our Herald go with him, 

And bring vs the number of the fcattered French, 

Exit Heralds 
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Call yonder fouldier hither. 

Flew. You fellow, come to the King. 

X,».Fel!ow;why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
Soul. And pleafe your maicfty, tis a rafcalles thatfwag- 
eard with me the other day : and he hath one of mine, the 
which if cuer I fee, I haue fworne to ftrike him : fo hath he 
the like to mee. 

Jfw.How ch inkey ou Fie wellen, is it lawfull to keep his 

^FLAnd it pleafe your Maiefty tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur'd once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 
treads vpon too blacke fhoocs. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman ofworth. 

Flew. And ifhe be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer and 
Belz.ebub,and the diuell himfclfe, 

Tismeetehekeepehis vow. 

King.WcW firrhakeepe your word , 

Vnder what Captaine ferueft thou ? 

Soul, V nder Captaine Gower . 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the warres. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul. I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. , 

Kin, Captaine Fie wellen, when Alan fen and I 
Were downe together, I tooke this gloue from s helmet, 
Heere Flewellcn weare it. 

If any challenge it,he is a friend o t yflonfens t 
And an enemy to me. 

Flew. Your Maiefty doth me as great a fauour. 

As can be defired in the hearts of his fubiefts. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this glow? 
And it pleafe God of his grace I would but ice him. 

That is all .j 

King.Flewellen knowft thou Captaine Gower ? 

Fkw. Captaine Qorveris my friend , 
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And ifit like your maiefty, I know him very well. 
IGng.Go call him hither. 
flew . I will ami it fhall pleafe your maiefty. 
.KVw.Follow Flewellcn dofely at the heelcs. 

The gloue he weares,it was the foldicrs.* 

It may be there will be harme betweene them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being toucht,as hot as Gun-powder .* 

And quickly will rcturnean iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweene them. 

Enter foptaine Gower, Flewellen, and the 

Soldier. 

Flew. Captaine Gower, in the name of Iefu 
Come to his maiefty, there is more good towards you 
Then you can dreame of. 

Soul. Do you heare, you fir. 

Do you know this gloue ? 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul.S\t I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

He fir ike t him 

Flew. Gods plut,and his Captaine Gower ftand away. 
Iiegiuc treafon his dueprefently. 

f 

Enter the King, IParwicke, Clarence , 

am Exeter.. 

X/w^.How now? Whats the matter ? 
flew. And it (hall pleafe your maiefty, 

Heereis thenotableftpeece of treafon cotne to light 
A* you fhall defire to fee tn a fommers day. 

Hecre is a rafcall, beggerly rafcall is ftrike the gloue. 
Which your maiefty in perfon 
Tooke out of the Helmet of Aldnfon : 

And your maiefty will bearerne witneffes. 
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And teftimonies, and auouchmenw, 

That this is the gloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 

Promifed roe to weare it in his hat : 
j promifed to ftrike him if he did. 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue in's hat. 
And 1 thinke I haue bene as good as my worde. 

Flew . Your Maiefty hcares. 

Voder your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfic knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Tooke you, thisds the fellow of it. 

It was 1 indeede you promifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his necke anfwer it. 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 

Soul. My Liege, 

All offences come from she heart : 

Ncuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

Youappeard to me but as a common mans 
Witneffe the night, your garments. 

Your lowlmeffe ; and whatfoeuer 
You teceiued vflder that habite, 

Xbefeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not to mine. 
Foryourfeife came notlikeyour felfc s 
Hadyoubceneas youfeemed then to race, 
lhadmadeno offence, my gracious Lord, 
Therefore I bcfcecbyour grace to pardon me. 

Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with Crownes, 
And giue it to the fouldier. 

Weare it fellow, 

F 3 
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As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the Crownes. Come CaptaineF/nw/5w, 

I muft needs haue you friends. 

Flew. By Iefus, the fcllowe hath mcttall enough in his 
belly. 

Harkc you fouldier, There is a filling for you, 

And keepe'your felfe out of brawles. 

And prabbles, and diflentions. 

And lookc you, it fhall be the better for you 0 
Soul, lle.none of your money fir,not I. 

Flew. Why tis a good filling man: 

Why fhouid you be queamilh ? 

Your fhooes are not fo good. f 
It will ferue you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of lort are taken vncklei? 

Ex, r, Charles D uke of Orlcancc,Nephew to the King, 
lobn Duke of Burbon, and Lord BouchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fifteenc hundred, befidcs common men. 

This note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in the fielde lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of Franccj 
Iaqttes otChatiUian , Admirall of France, 

The matter of the Croflc-bowes, Iohn Duke uilenjin. 
Lord Rambieres, high Matter of France. 

The braue fir Dolphin. Of IVobelle Charillas, 

Gran Frtc and Rojfe, F avecanbridgc and Fay , i . 

Gerard and farters, Vandemant and Lefira. 

King. Heercs was a royall fellow firip of death. 

Where is the number of our Englifh dead/ 

Exe . Edward the Duke ofYorke,the Earle ofSufrolkc, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy (yam Efquire, 

Aud of all the other, but fiue and twenty. 

Zing. O God, thy arme was hccre, 

4nd vnto thee alonc,afcribe wc praife : 
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When without ftratagemc, 

And eucn in fhocke of battell.was eucr heard 
So great and little loflc, on one part and another? 

Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 

Ew.Tis wonderful!. 

Kin. Come, let rs go on proceflion through thecampe 
Let it be death proclaim’d to any man 
To boaft hcereof, or take the praife from God, 

Which is his due. 

Flew. Is it lawfull.and it plcafcyour Maiefly, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

Kin . Yes Flewellen, 

But with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. 

Flew. Yes in my confcience.he did vs great good. 
kin- Let there be fung Nououes and T c Deum, 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay.- 
Weel then to falice, and to England then-, 

Where nere from France, arriu’d more happier men. > 

Exit omnes . 

Enter G ewer and Flewellen. 

Cower. But why do you weareyour Lceke to day i 
Saint Dantes is paft i- 

Flew. There is occafion Captaine (fewer, 

Looke you why, and wherefore : 

The other day looke you, Pislolles 

Which you know is a man of no merites 

In the worell, is come where I was the other day, 

And brings bread and fait, and biddes mee 
Eatemy Leeke: twasin a place, looke you, 

Wherel could moonc no diflentions, 

But ifl can fee him, I fhall tell him 
A little of my defires. 

Cow. Heere he comes fwellingbkc aTurky-cocke." 

Enter 
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Enter Piftoll, 

Flewellen. Tis no matter for his fw«lling t and his turki- 
cockes, 

God pleffe yon Ancient Piftoll, you fcall, 

Beggerly , lowfy koiue,God pleffe you. 

Pifi. Ha, art thou tfedlem ? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

To haue me foldc vp P areas fatall web ? 

Hence, I am qualmifh at the fmell of Lceke. 
flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes.and your appetites. 

And your digeftions, to cate this Leeke. 

Pifi, Not for fadwallader and all his Goats, 

Flew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 

He Strikes him. 

Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou fhalt dye.] 

FleweHen. I, I know I (hall dye : 

But in the meane time,I would defirc you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftomftit him, it is enough, 

Flewel. Aftonifht him. 

By Iefu, lie beate his head fouredayes 
And foure nights too, but lie make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Pi ft. Well mod 1 bite? ... 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities, 
You muftbite. 



He makes Ancient Piftoll bite of the Leeke • 
Piftol. Good, good. 



Flewel. 
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Flewellen. I Leckes are 'good,ancient Piftoll. 

Looke you now, there is a filling for you 
To heale yoar bloody coxcombe. 

Pifi. Me afhillirtg. . 

Flew. If you will not take it* 

Ihaue another Leeke for you, 

Pifi. I take thy (billing in earned of reckoning. 

Flew. If I oweyou any thing, 

I will pay you in Cudgelles : 

You (kail be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And fo Godb© With you 
Ancient Piftoll, God pleffe you; 

And heale y out broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leeke* another time, 

Mockc at them, that is all: God bwy you. j 

Exit FleweSen, 
3'jti vvsioi jus R fhiy.’ jud sua.fi o'/-' .nsert 

Pift. A11 hell (hall ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife With me now P 
Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loynes ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue I certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France v . 

The warres atfoordeth nought,home will I trssg. 

Baud will I turne,and vfe the flight of hand % 

To England will I jfteale. 

And there He fteale : 

And patcheswill I get vnto thefe fearres. 

And iweare I gat them in the Gallia warres. i 

Exit Piftoll 

Enter at one doore, the]King of Eng land and h ft 

Laxtbi jfvJ sor'i yamv; i • -^3 i -f 

yn ao iuorr-ic yin d:iw f - 

And at the other doore, the King of France, Queens 
Katherine, the Duke of "Pur bon, 
and others . 

G tpAYt 
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Harry. Vt&ce. to this meeting, r>ai 1^. 

Wherefore we ate met, • 

And to our brother France, faire time of day,. 

Faire health vino our louely coufin Katherine, 

And as a branch, and member of this ftockc. 

We do falute you, Duke of ' Burgundy, . ■ :i , . 

FmJ.Brothci: of England, 

Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 

So arc we Princes Englifh eucry one, 

‘Duke. With pardon v n t o your mi ghtineffe ; 
let it not difplcafeyos iff demaund, 

W hat rub or barre hath thus farre hindred you 
To kcepe you from the gentle fpecch of peace ? 

Har. If Duke of 'Burgundy you would haue peace. 
You muft buy that peace* 

According as we haue drawne our Articles, 

Fran. We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore-view'd them ; plcafeth your Grace, 

To let fome ofyour Counfell fit with vs* 

We fhall returnc-our peremptory anfwer*. 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwerbacke. 
yetleaueour coufen Katherine hcerc behind, 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the La 
, : ali.-iH sfl'sii 

Manet } ^ing Henry, Katherine, and the 
Gentlewoman. 

If or. Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heefe left with you. 

If I could winne thee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Into my faddfe* -A , ,. v > !v; . 

Without bragge-be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any.i 
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Butleauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now* 

Thou (halt haue me at the worft. 

And in wearing thou (halt haue me better and better, 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 
But doeft thou thinke, that thou and id 
Betweene Saint DeniS'aaid'Safnt George, ' ar ; 

Shall get a boy, that (hall go to Confiantinople^ 

And take the great Turkc by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poffible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy de France; 

Harry. No Kate, 

It is vnpoflible you fhould loue the enemy of France 
For Kate I loue France fo well, 

That lie not leaue a village, 
lie haue it all mine. ThenKate,V 
When France is mine, . 

And I am yours : 

Then France is yours, 

And you are mine, 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat, 

TAjj77.N0 Kate, 

Why lie tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married husband. 

Let roe fee. Saint Dennis be ray fpeede, 

Quan France & roon, 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours, 

Harry. Et vous ettes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

JCd/f.Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate.Knd you will be to me. 
har , Wilt beleeue me Kate ? Tis eafier lor me 
Ga 



To 
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To conquer the kingdoroe, . 

Then to fpeake fo much more French. ■ - 

Kate. A your Maiefty v . r! ^ i. 

Has falfe France enough, to deceiue 
De beft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith Kate not I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plairtctcarmes, 

Doll thou loue me? t ' - ' • 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harry. No: Qsn ofanyyour Neighbours tel, 
lie aske them. 

Come Kate, I know you loue me. 
Andfoonewhenyou are inyourCloflct, 
Youlcqueftionthis Lady ofmc: 

But I pray thee fweet Kate,vfc me mercifully, 
Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

ThatlfiialldycKate, isfurc: foil 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. . 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxe fmail, 

A curld pate proouc bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Moon, 
And rather the Sun and not the Moone : 

And therefore Kate take me, 
Takeafouldier,take afouldier, 

Take a king: 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue mcer 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father. 
Harry. Nay it will pleafe him, 

Nay it (hall pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate ilekifle thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy faire quelk chofle 
Pour toute le monde, 

Ce ne poynt totree fachion en fauor» 



of Henry the f/i, 

Harry. What fayesfltc Lady t 
Lady. Dat it is not de fafton in France 
For dc maides.bcfor da be married to 
May foy ic obIyc,whac is to baflie ? 

Hat. Tokiffe, to kifle. < 

O that tis not the falhion in France 

For the maids to kiffc before they are married. 

Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weel breake that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and ycclde. 

Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In yourkiflfes : 

And may perfwade with me more 
Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France ,and the 
Lories t 

How now my Lords? 

Fran. Brother of England, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had. 

Exe. Oncly he hath not fubferibed this. 

Where your Maiefty demands. 

That the King of France hauing any occafion 
To write for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highnefle in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Nofire trefher filx,, Henry Kgy d’ Angleterre . 

E hearede France. And thus in Latine : 

Preclarijfimus films nofter Henricus pex Anglia, 

Et heres Francia . 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon, 

But you faire brother may intreat the fame. 

G 3 Harry 
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Marry. Why then let this among chcreft 
Haue bis full courfc : And wichall, 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage. 

Fran. This and what elfc 
your Maiefty {hall crauc : 

God that dilpofeth all,giue you much ioy. 

Mar. Why then faire Katherine , 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our matriage will we prefen t folemnize, 
And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made,vnbroken be 






Fluffs. 



